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managed to reach L.G. D all right. I saw an armoured
car there. This turned out to be with a convoy which
had just left on its eastward journey. I had missed it
because I had not been sticking very closely to the track.

I filled up, and just as I was getting ready to push
off, we heard a faint hum and a little speck appeared
in the sky. It was Burnett, and a cheerful sight it was
to see him. I put out a smoke candle for him. He
did some rather violent S-turns before] landing, and it
looked as if he dropped "Ancaeus" into a large patch of
camel-thorn. He was some way away, and I could not
be certain. I taxied clear of the tank to let Burnett
fill up.

At L.G. D* I taxied out along the landing ground
towards the letter D and took off just past Burnett's
Vernon. As soon as I turned over the mud flat I noticed
that the petrol float valve was not lifting. I thought
that it was probably stuck, but as it might be the pumps
I decided to land again. I turned round and made the
most perfect landing ; one of those when you cannot
feel the precise moment of touching the ground. While
Goldsmith was operating on the petrol valve, I went
across to Burnett's Vernon and had a ham sandwich
or two.

L.G. D to Ztea. There was now only just time to
reach Ziza comfortably before nightfall. I did not want
to approach Ziza in the dark, for I knew by experience
it was very difficult to pick up. As I followed down the
wadi which curves round from L.G. D I kept looking
behind to see if Burnett had taken off, but when I last
saw him he was still on the ground beside the tank. I
was even more anxious that he should not be caught in
the dark than for myself. At the same time I knew he